bones* Well, he got it. Stayed on him for six thousand
feet, put a whole belt right into his cockpit. You could
V covered 9em all with your hat. But the bastard just
wouldnst burn,93 His voice rose again as he talked on.
Locust drifted up in sweet gusts,, and the crickets and
frogs were clear and monotonous as pipes blown
drowsily, by an idiot boy. From her silver casement the
moon looked down upon the valley dissolving in opaline
tranquillity into the serene mysterious infinitude of the
hills, and young Bayard's voice went on and on, re-
counting violence and speed and death,

"Hush," old Bayard said again, "You'll wake
Jenny." And his grandson's voice sank obediently, but
soon it rose again,, and after a time Miss Jenny
emerged with the white woolen shawl over her night-
dress and came and kissed him.

"I reckon you're all right/' she said, "or you
wouldn't be in such a bad humor* Tel us about
Johnny."

"He was drunk/5 young Bayard answered harshly*
"or a fool. I tried to keep him from going up there^
on that damn CameL You couldn't see your hand that
morning. Air all full of hunks of cloud9 and any fool
could 'a9 known that on their side it?d be full of Fokkers
that could reach twenty-five thousand, and him on a
damn Camel But he was hell-bent on going up there*
damn near to Lille. I couldn't keep him from It. He
shot at me/' young Bayard said; "I tried to drive
him back but he gave me a burst. He was already high
as he could get, but they must have been five thousand
feet above us. They flew all over him. Hemmed him up
like a damn calf in a pen while one of them sat right
on his tail until he took fire and jumped. Then they
streaked for home.'9 Locust drifted and drifted on the

45